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Back Porch 


| saw him from a distance-he was sitting on the lowest step that led from the back porch to the garden, with 
his knees drawn up and his arm around his bass as if he was embracing a lover. From the pocket of his jeans 
he pulled out a sheet of paper. His palm flattened it onto his thigh, trapping the words between fabric and 
flesh. 


He didn't see me coming-his gaze was fixed somewhere on the other side of the bay-but he didn't shy away 
when my first drops fell on his skin. He just closed his eyes and threw back his head. By exposing his throat to 
my touch he betrayed the great need and longing. | was sure it wasn't me he longed for, but he accepted my 
caress as if he knew that my wet licks were all his body would receive. As if there were nothing else left for 
him. 


My lips brushed over his hair. His curls were transformed into a mass of wet spirals, which bounced with the 
slight movement of his head. 


At first | thought the wet mask covering his face and the tiny streams running down his cheeks were all from 


me. But then | kissed his closed eyelids and tasted the salty warmth. 

His tears mixed with mine. 

| embraced him and soon his soaked shirt and faded blue jeans clung to his body, revealing the line of his arms, 
his back, his calves. There was nothing special about his body and yet, he woke up the male in me and that 
masculine side of me was attracted to him. 

He remained motionless while | held him closer. The comfort | offered was not very comforting-wet and chilly- 
but he seemed to welcome it, maybe not feeling worthy of any other, or maybe too starved for touch to 


care. 


His fingers curled around the edge of the paper on his thigh and he stretched his hand out, as if for me to 
see, as if telling me to read it. 


The ink had run and made the words illegible. 


_.. think about you... decision was yours... left and didnt... even if you... too late... dont think | can... 


Jame... 
The letter slipped out of his fingers. He made no effort to pick it up. 


We sat wrapped around each other, watching the letter dissolve slowly in the puddle forming at his feet. | 


wanted to stay like that forever, but soon my time was up. | had to move on and take my raindrops with me. 


| cast another look at him from the distance. He lowered his head to rest on his folded arms; the bass-his 
rejected lover—lay on the ground, splattered with mud. 


"l'Il be back to comfort you again," | whispered. "I promise.” 


(end) 


